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. . . really cooking when he made 
these snaps , wasn’t he? 

Everybody goes for snapshots— and no fooling. 
That’s because folks like to see themselves as 
others snap em . . . like to see pictures of fun and 
friends ... of favorite spots and far-off places. 





It’s no trick at all to take the pictures that rate so 
high with the crowd. Just load your camera with 
Kodak Verichrome Film, take aim, and "click”. . . 
it’s a snap ! With Verichrome, there's no guesswork. 
You press the button — it does the rest. 

Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester 4, N. Y. 

America's favorite 
snapshots are made o 
Kodak Verichrome Film 
— in the familiar 
yellow box. nwSI’I 
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The following out- 
standing magazines are 
easily identified on their 
covers by the words 

A Faucet t Publication 

CAPT. MARVEL 
ADVENTURES 

WHIZ COMICS 
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MASTER COMICS 

THE MARVEL FAMILY 

DON WINSLOW 
O^-THE NAVT 

FAWCETT'S 
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HOPPY 

THE MARVEL BUNNY 
CAPT. MIDNICHT 
MARY MARVEL 
NYOKA 

THE jUNCLE CIRL 
HOPALONC CASSIDY 

WOW COMICS 

Every effort is made to 
insure that these comic 
magazines contain the 
highest quality of whole- 
some entertainment. 
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PRESIDENT 
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UHI5 IS THE 
STORY OK THE 
JEETER BOYS . 
THEY LOOK LIKE 
ANY OTHER TWO 
BOYS EXCEPT 
THAT THEY HAVE 
A PECULIAR 
IDEA OK FUN — 



BUD 



* WHOA / 

twat soy looks 

//OAT/ - 



LtOr instance 

ONE DAY A* 
HOPAUOM& 
CASSIDY'S 
DEPUTY, 
MESQUITE, 
HEADS BACK 
POR TWIN 
RIVER — 
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1 WHAT'S THE 
MATTES?, SON 



NJUTHIN' --- ^ 
ae/r sumpt/m's 

GOMMA BE TME 
MATTE* rt g/ 
W/TM YUM 
SOOH MS 



and r GOT 

HIS SUN 1 . 



IN A Few SECONDS' 



giddVap. 



HOPE YUH 

HAVE A 
NICE RIDE. 

ha, ha: 



IEMME SO, 
yu// V A PM /MTS. 



MEANWHILE, AT THE SHERIFF'S OFFICE 



^ WAIT THAT LOOKS 

LIKE MESQUITE'S HORSE. AND 
THERE’S SOMEBODY TIED BEHIND. 
JUMP/MG JEMOSOPMAT - - 

\ "IT'S MESQU/TB / Tg 



COUNT 



I WONDER WHERE MESQUITE 
IS? HE SHOULD'VE SEEN 

BACK SY NOW A 
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l'D BETTER STOP THAT 
HORSE BEFORE IT DRAGS 
MESOUITE FURTHER AND 

Rips him up some 

m MORE J 



whoa 



THERE'S MO TELUNG 
WHAT THOSE JEETER 
KIDS WILL DO WITH IT. 
I'D BETTER RIDE OUT 
AND GET IT BACK/ f 



— AND THAT'S NOT ALL., 
HOPALONG ! THEM DANG 
BLASTED KIDS STOLE S 
MY SIX SHOOTER, T 
w TOO / ______ — 




MEANWHILE 



/VO, 
YUH'^E 

G/MME THAT GUN.' ) NOT.' I N 
I'M GONNA ~ GONNA 
SHOOT THE j SHOOT FUST.' 
APPLE FROM A- ^ — 

HER HEAD J 7 /TwFSS' *2 
FUST // ffl V* 



DDT 1 AW, STOP 
IS^/y CRYIN' I 

WON'T MISS 

y THE APPLE EVEN 
THOUGH I NEVER 

SHOT A GUN , 

BEFORE rTZ 



I RECKON I 
SHOOT FUST 
NOW ! 
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A FEW MINUTES LATER- 



I TOLD VUH 

: 1 1 THOSE BERRIES 

\ would stain my 

FACE AND MAKE ME 
/ LOOK LIKE A REDSKIN 
NOW WHO KIN WE 
SCARE ? >*** 



-VOW ASOL/T /MB. &PACWS. 
SHE ALWAYS SCARES 
MIGHTY EASY/ y > -irK 



GOSh, SuD, WITH 

Them clothes AnP 
STILTS YUH LOOK 
LIKE A REAL 
INJUN l . l\ 



MEANWHILE AT MRS. PlPKiNSS- 



BUT AS THEY LEAVE THE ROOM 



P£AP /A/JC/A/ 
GOASA/A SCALP 
PAL£PAC£ / ) — 



I RECOMMEND ABSOLUTE 
QUIET FOR YOUR WIPE, 
MR. PfPKTNS/ THE LEAST 

LITTLE SHOCK CAN y 

HARM HEJ? •'y-TttUs 



VOU'P SETTER 
LEAVE , MR. ^ 

Pipkins/ i'll ) 
SEE WHAT I J 
CAN DO 
FOR her/ y 



) THEM 
REDSKINS 
ARE GOWMA 
PAY PER ^ 
THIS i 



(*»H 

INDIANS • 
--GONNA 
SCalP /vvg 



COM£ QU/CAC, POPALOAfG / 
PIPKINS IS IN THE TOWN 

SQUARE STEAMIN' , ^ 

EVERYONE UP < 

TUH GO FIGHT W \NhAT 
The INJUNS/ 
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MEANWHILE IN TOWN 



THOSE KIDS ARE 
SINKING FAST.' 



THAT WHOLE STORY'S 
BUNK / MY ACYDS WOOL. 
\ MEOEA DO SOCMA 
l— T/Y/A/&J 



PLEASE, WAIT JEST A 
WHILE LONGER / HOPALONG 
, SHOULD BE HVAR WITH 

\ THE KIDS ANV ' 

L MINUTE / 



WE'VE WAITED 
LONS ENOUGH. 
Leri eo, s 
MEW.' f' 



) r CAIN'T 
< IMAGINE WHITT 
HAPPENED TUH 
HOPALONG l , 



S00, H00 ! X THE ONLY 
WE'RE GONNeRS/ ] WAY 1 CAN 
WS SHOULD'VE J POSSIBLY 
LJ STEWED TOW s' SAVE THOSE 
HOEALOWO / J KIDS IS WITH 
LASSO/ 



IT’S A LUCKY THING THESE 
JAGGED ROCKS ARE 

HERE/ THEY'RE 

CUTTING r^\ J 

THE ROPES/ vi cNfcM 



/‘veeor them/ now V 

I'LL TIE THE OTHER END 
OF THE LASSO TO TOPPER- 
HE SHOULD BE ABLE TO 
■— 7 PULL THEM OUT / ^ 
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6 




HORALONG is right, for 

SOMEWHERE IN THE HILLS- 



YUH SAVED OUR 
LIVES, SHERIFF/ 
WE'LL GO SACK. ^ 
AND TELL EVERY- 
BODY THE WHOLE 
STORY — EVEN - 

IF IT MEANS 
WE'LL GIT A ) ( 

BEATIN' / 



I'M AFRAID ’ 
PIPKINS , 
AND HIS 4 
MOB ARE 
NO LONGER 
IN TW/N 
RIVER / A 



BUT AT THAT MOMENT- 



/ WAIT HYAR 

I COMES SHERIFF / THERE 
| CASSIDY/ AND / THEY 
HE'S GOT THE / ARE.' 
JEETER KIDS ^IT'S LUCKY 
WITH H/M / 7 I REMEM- 
8ERED THIS 
/ SHORT CUT/ 



TAKE THE TURN TUH THE 
LEFT/ THAT LEADS TUH 
INJUN TERRITORV/ . — 



“■ X HOPE YOU'VE 
LEARNED A 
LESSON / LISTEN / 
TO REASON IN- ) 
STEAD OF YOUR J 
EMOTIONS / 



AND I HOPE 
THIS'LL TEACH 
YUH BOTH - 
A LESSON , J 
TOO / 



--GOSH, HOPALONG, 
I CAIN'T THANK. 
YUH ENOUGH FER , 
STOPPIN’ US FROM 1 
ATTACKIN’ THEM A 
INNOCENT 
INJUNS/ 



0OO w 0 0 / 
*0- / 



HORSW6 AROZ/HD 



do you 

WANT 
TO BET 



NO., I 
DON'T- 



I NEVER. WON A ' 
BET ON A HORSE 
IN MY LIFE / /- — - 



I THINK. THIS P 1 DONT \ 
16 HORSE K THIN 4 SO — 
\N\EAT/ r-l YOU MUST 8£ 

<r \ mistaken/ 
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’‘•Vy 1946 CHOICE OF SPORTING 
NEWS AS THE MINOR LEAGUES' , 
-PLAYER OF THE YEAR" — NOW 
PLAYING WITH THE BOSTON BRAVES 



AND 1 
WHAT A 
YEAR./ 



SIBBY TOPPED THE INDIAN' 
APOUS INDIANS— AND THE AMERICAN 
ASSOCIATION— IN BATTING. HE HIT 
A ROBUST. 343. . . LED THE LEAGUE 
IN HITS AND TRIPLES... WAS SECOND 
IN DOUBLES AND TOTAL BASES 



TWICE DURING 194-G. 
S/STI HIT IN /6 STRAIGHT 
GAMES. ANOTHER TIME 
HE RAN UP A 19 GAME 
HITTING STREAK 



A I'M SURE 
OF A HIT TODAY 



' HAD MY 
WHEAT/ES THIS 
MORNING / 



] LIKE A BIG BOWLFUL OF MILK, FRUIT. 
AND WHEAT/ES TO START MY BREAKFAST/'- 
SAYS S/BBY S/STI. "WHEAT/ES ARE LIGHT " 
AND FLAVORFUL, YET THEY HAND YOU GOOD 
NOURISHMENT. WHEAT/ES, 'BREAKFAST OF 
CHAMPIONS/ GET A PLACE ON MY BREAK- 
FAST TABLE NEARLY EVERY MORNING " 



WITH milk and fruit 
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HELLO, HILL 
BILLY. M 



WHY, IF IT AIN’T ELMER.! 1 
AH AIN’T SEEN YUH SINCE 
YUH WENT TUH THE BI6 CITY. 



WHAT ARE 1 
YOU DOING? 



FEEDIN’ 
MY PIGS. 



TIME TO 
LEAVE! 



YOU'RE MAKING A MISTAKE! IF 
YOU COOKED THOSE VEGETABLES, 

VOW NOGS COUID D/GEST 

THEM IN half THE TM.f 



BUT ISN’T THAT RAW 
VEGETABLES YOU'RE 
FEEDING THEM? /- 



- - W/tUT IN TARNATION IS 
TIME TO A P/G?y~ S 



' IT X 
SHURE 
i IS. / 



SUPPOSE THEY 
v COULD, BUT-- 



AMP AH'M JEST THE GU>> 
WHO KIN PO IT/ 

AH'M AS HARP f HARP 
\A9 NAILS rl AS MAILS, 
HUH ?THAT 

A|k. V GIVES ME 
^/7V L. AM IPEA/ 



AH PON T LIKE THE WAV YUH 
LOOKEPATME/AH RECKON 
>. YUH NEEP AGOOP SEATIN'.^, 



UH, UH, • V 
BAP BILL IS 
AT HIS OLP 
TRICKS -< 
1 AGAIN f i 



I HOPE I GET BACK 
BEFORE HE STARTS 
>ANY TROUBLE//-^ 



IF YOU'RE AS HARP 
AS NAILS, THIS "< 
> HAMMER IS JUST 
THC THING FOR / 
v you //-V A 
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• You’ve got a "pipe line to the power- 
house” when your flashlight contains 
these great new "Eveready" cells. For they 
give you nearly double the energy that 
pre-war "Eveready” batteries gave you. 
No wonder these are the largest-selling 
flashlight batteries in the world! No 
wonder it can be said, "Get 'Eveready' 
brand flashlight batteries . . . and you get 
the best!" 



Tbt regitttred tend, -murk "Evtrtsdy" diningttiibts product i mi 

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC 

30 E.st 42nd Siren. New York ! 7. N. Y. 

Unit ol Union Curhd, und Curbnn Corpora, on 

EH3 
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THE LOST BET/ 



HOLD YOUR Houses, 
/*BrJ ' ta<£- aa/ots/^a? 
too*:.' *£ O’ 8 TA/^ f 
W/A/A/e*.' .<L 



La/l JJ 










f \ J 
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I RECKON IT'S ALL 
RIGHT PER ME TUH 
PICK UP THE ^ 
MONEY NOW / J (. 



] YORE THE LUCKIEST 
/ SUV IN THESE PARTS/ 
SURE-SET / NO MATTER 
WHO WE SET ON YUH 
- WIN / /Vj — ''' 



BUT AT THAT MOMENT SHERIFF HOPALONG 
CASSIDY APPEARS ON THE SCENE 



- V. PEDDLE TORE 
LING J OAT 3 SOMEPLACE 

ELSE, SHERIFF / 
THAR AIN'T NO LAW 
AGIN COCK PISHTIN' OR 
GAMBLIN' IN THESE HYAR 
PARTS/ t— 



I'LL SET ^ 

I THAT 4 

/ IS IF YUH 
LET ME BET 
ON RED/ 



r O.K., YUH GUYS KIN 
' HAVE RED / SEE YUH 
FELLERS HYAR TOMORROW 
. AT THE SAME TIME/ 



ANY OP YUH WHO WANTS TUH 
TRY AND MAKE BACK WHUT HE 
LOST KIN HAVE ANOTHER TRY 
TOMORROW NIGHT/ I'M ^ 
MATCHIN'RED AGAINST JKj 
A NEW FIGHTIN' 

cock •' 7 



MEANWHILE, IN THE 
TREE ABOVE 



WHAR 
YUH GOIN’, 
HOPALONG 



I WANT YOU i 
TO KEEP AN 
EYE ON SURE- 
BET, MESQUITE, 
UNTIL I GET 
BACK / /T 



SO HOPALONG IS GONNA 

TWr=/Tkr TUF AAARAUA! 'S 



CHECK THE MARSHAL'S 
PRISON PILES.' THE 
BOSS WILL BE GLAD 5 
TUH HYAR THIS/ 
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' THE NEXT MORNING AT 
THE AAAWHALS OPTICS. - 



ONLV SUKE-BETs SOT A 
MOUSTACHE AND THIS /£ 
H OMBRE HASN'T/ Uf' 
LEND ME A PENCIL, PV 
L MARSHAL / rtf \ 



— SO GOMA'A } 

t/S/7" MARSHAL'S K 

OGF/G&? WELL, IT'S TOO 
LATe TUH STOP HIM PROM 
©OIN' BUT WE KIN MAKE 
SURE HE DOESN'T COME 
BACK i UNDERSTAND, 

OKLAHOMA? __ . _ — - < 

„ — 7 * SHORE 

IT 1 [ A^o- boss/ 



I WELL, HORALON©, DID VUH \ \ 

I RECOGNIZE THE CRITTER' S \ \ 

PACE AMONG — **" 

THOSE H<4/r: MA&S//AC 

PICTURES ? y —HERE'S ONE Th 
^ . g^=f LOOKS LIKE SURE- 




T WELL, VUH KIN LOCK 
X HIM UP, HOPALON© / 
HE'S WANTED FER 
CROOKED GAMBLIN' IN 
THREE STATES , BUT 
Y WE'VE NEVER BEEN 
\ ABLE TUH PINO HIM.' 



<9000 LUCK, 

HOPALONG . 



SURE -BET IS <30 NG 
TO BE MISHTY SORRY 
HE PICKED TWIN RIVER 
FOR HIS HIDEOUT/ 



united! 



HVAR COMES 
HOPALONG 
NOW / 



shortly after AS 

HOPALONG CUTS 
THROUGH THE HILLS 
FOR TWIN RIVER 
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AND BEFORE HOPALONS CAN FREE HiMSELP- 



NOW TUH REPORT 
BACK TUH 6URE- 
r BBT / ■ 



I AIN’T AIMIN' TUH GIVE 
YUH A CHANCE TUH REACH 
PER YORE CUN, HOPALONO. 
I XA/OW YOKE THE BEST 
_ SHOT //V THE WEST.' 



Jr WOFALONG TOLD 
ME TUH KEEP MY EYE 
ON SURE -BEi; BUT HB 
•HOULOVe BIN BACK 
BY NOW/ ^ y 



O.K., MEN / I’M COVB 
YORE BETS/ VUH GO 
CHAMP, RED, ANO 
r got wHiTcv/ y 



MEANWHILE, IN 
TWIN RIVER 



i got back just in time/ 
THE COCK PIGHT IS ABOUT 
T TUH START/ ^ 
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I GUESS WHTEy'S 
THE WINNER/ 



SUMPTIN' PHONY'S <30/ N' 
ON / I HAD MY EVES ON 
THAT COCK. FIGHT EVERY 
MOMENT AND WHITEY 
DIDN'T LAND A SINGLE. ■ 
BLOW ON RED/ ST///- -A 
_ ME" WO A/.' 



WAIT 

WA/O'S TA/AT 
OP /A/ Wf 
TP££ ? 



/£ Sl/P£ -Bar 's COCA: /s 
/.OS/A/', OKLAHOMA ‘ K/CLS TA/E 
OTA/BP W/TA/ A PO/SOA/ OAPT/ 
I'M GONNA LOCK THE TWO 
OF 'EM UP/ HOPALONG 
WILL SHORE BE PROUD « 
OF ME WHEN ME GITS >gl 
BACK / «X • 



WA/y, /r's S 

» SOP£-3£7'S 
W ASS/STAA/T, . 

O^AVO/MA.' \l 
* AND HE'S GOT 
A DART 8LOW6R j 
IN HIS MOUTH/ >1 
NOW r KNOW 
HOW SURE-BET WINS 
ALL THE TIME l A 



PE'S PA/OCKEO Oi/T.' 
NOW I'Ll— TIE HIM UP 
AND THROW HIM IN 
THE WAGON WITH 
HOPALONG/ ^ 



BUT BEFORE MESQUITE 
CAN MOVE 
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I'D BETTER ©IT WOLD 
OF SURE -SET AND 
TELL HIM WWUT r _^ 
HAPPENED • 



TtfEY GOT ^OPAIOMS, 700. 
NOW I'LL NEVER ©it 
OUTTA hvar alive/ jT 



I’D SETTER TURN 
AROUND BEFORE ME 
RICKS AAV LE<3 OFF, 



IF I CAN OET MESQUITE 
TO TURN AROUND 1 J 

CAN CUT THESE rJ 

CORDS ON Ml 
- SPUR / 



^ I WONDER 
WHY MOPALONS 
IS KICKIN© ^ 
AAV LEG'/ 



(5CT 70 WOXK r*ST, 
A*£SQ£//T £ TMEVLL BE 
SACK FOR US ANV 
SECOND NOW / 
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COMIX CARDS 
appear every 
month in 

FOLLOW THE ADVENTURES OF 
DOM WINSLOW 
IN 

EVERY MONTH I 

ONLY |0« AT YOUR LOCAL 
NEWSSTAND I 

Cut on doltod lino and potto on cotdkoard 
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a*dtte. HIGH-JUMPIN' KING 



i'm practicing jumping, 

WHITEY WHISKERS, 



HEX DANIEL BOONE, 
WHUT ARE YUH 
DOIN'? 



YUH'LL NEVER LARN 
. THUT WAY ! 



REALLY ? 



WHY, WHAT DO 
YOU KNOW . 
ABOUT IT?/ 



WHUT DO AH KNOW 
WHV, AH WAS ONCE 
CHAMPEEN HOSS 
JUMPER IN THE A 
V WEST ! ^ 
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\ % THE JNDQOR ARENA WUZ PACKED TO SEE MM ACT! 



OF COURSE 1 . AH REMEMBER. THE 
TIME AH WUZ LIVIN' AN j 
EXHIBITION IN A RODEO-*- A 



HURRAY! WHITEY WHISKERS 
IS THE BEST JUMPER IN THE 
WHOLE WEST! ' 



NO ONE ELSE CAN 
JUMP THAT HIGH l 



NO, NQ BOYS 
MAKE IT. 
HIGHER! 



BUT ITS IMPOSSIBLE 
TO EVEN JUMP THIS 
. HIGH! rS 



MAKE THAT HURDLE 
HIGHER, BOYS! 



DONT YUH WORRY'. \ ALL RIGHT, 
PUT IT NEAR THE , IF YOU 
TOP OF THE ARENAy SAY SO, 

BUT YOU’LL 
1 / l NEVER DO 



HE DID IT! Jfl WOULDN’T BELIEVE 
. S\ IT IF AH DIDN'T SEE 



WHEN THEY SAfO THUT, THEY 
SHOWED THEY D/DH'T MOW 
IVH/TEY WH/SHEHS VEHY 
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YES, MAH BOY! AND J 
FROM THUT TIME ON, 
AH NEVER. JUMPED 
INDOORS AGIN- TOO 
CRAMPIN' FER ME! J 



0UT AH Jl/MfED 7VOH/SH! 



BUT AH AIN T TOLD YUH 
ABOUT THE TIME AH 
REALLY JUMPED MAH 1 
^ HOSS HIGH!. _ y 



y gosh! whitey 
WHISKERS JUMPED 
SO HIGH, HE HIT THE 
ROOF OF THE ARENA' 



AH WUZ R/O/H'OA' MAH HOSS OHS 
OAY WH£/Y AU HEAPS SHOVES --- 



POOR JONES! HE'S TRAPPED ON 
THE ROOF OF A BURNING 
BUILDING! . . 



THUT SOUNDS LIKE 
SOMEONE'S IN TROUBLE. 
LET'S SEE WHAT IT IS, 
BLACKWIND 1 >■— 



'&VT THEY WEXE fOXGSrr/H' WH/TEY WH/SHEXS 
AHO H/S H/SH- JOMP/H' HOSS — 



HE'S A GONER.! HE’LL BE KILLED 
IF HE JUMPS AND THAR’S NO WAY 
FER ANYBODY TO GET UP THAR \ 



IF YUH EVER JUMPED HIGH. 
BLACKWIND, NOW IS THE TIME 
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WHUT'S HE 
DOIN’ ■? 



"AH soon answered their questions 



LOOK AT WHITEY 
WHISKERS! 



WHITEY WHISKERS IS 
LOCO, IF HE THINKS 
HE KIN JUMP TO 
THE ROOF' ^ 




SUKE, DAMNY BO 1 /, . S 
AH'LL BE GLADTUH! ) 

JEST WATCH ME! AH’LL 
JUMP SO FAR OVER THIS 
LITTLE FENCE, THUT IT'LL 
v BE A JOKE/ / 



rtj, n\n n o \ ji. nn I uujn, it v- 

SAVED THUT POOR < YOU'RE ^ 
. HOMBRE ! y-S SUCH A 
V__ GREAT JUMPER 

A would you • 

/NV) . \ TEACH me 

( J JL \ HOW TO DO / 



/Zn WHITEY Y 
yP® WHISKERS ^ 
AND HIS HOSSARE 
THE GREATEST 
t JUMPERS IN THE < 

^r^u. a worlo 1 




WATCH OUT, 
0LACKWIND.' 
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HERE WE ARE AT THE (SUPER SHOW, 
FELLOWS. STICK CLOSE ID ME ANP r -^ 
PON'T SET INTO ANY TROUBLE / 



OBOY.' CAPTAIN TOOTSIE 
ISN'T HATCHING ME / 

I'LL JUST SIT IN ^ 
THIS SUPER FOR TT ([ 
A MINUTE ANP J ff 
SEE HOW IT 

works / 



BUT KOLLO'S LITTLE 
BROTHER BUPPV ROES 
NOT KNOW THE PLANE 
IS REApy FOR LAUNCHING 
ANP ACOPENTALLy KICKS 
THE BRAKE LEVER. 



[ OKAY, 
CAPTAIN 
. TOOTSIE . 



P* ITS A POOP ^ 

[ THINS WE EAT 
TOOTSIE ROLLS, KIRS. 
WE'LL NEEP LOTS OF < 
ENEP&Y FOP 
r TH/S JOB / 



THE PLANE 



ANP ZOOM./- 
IS IN THE AIR , 



WE CAUGHT THE 
TOW ROPE / ^ 
NOW TO EASE )] 
HEP POWN /iy 



\ Hey/ THERE'S 
A P/P IN THAT* 
r SAILPLANE/ 



BE RULER/ 



CAPTA//V TOOTS/E . 
ADU SAVE? -- 
/HE / y 



C'MON OUT OF 
THERE, BUPPy i 
M0(/EE LUCKy 

you werenT 1 

. HURT/ ^ 



CONGRATULATIONS, 
CAPTAIN TOOTSIE/; 



TOOTS/E POLLS NOT ONLY G/VE 
YOU ENERGY, BUT THEY'RE * 
PEL/C/OUS ANP LONG LASTING, 
TOO ! PEEP THEM IN YOUP 
POCRETS ANP BE SET FOP T 
^ ^ ACTION / je—d 



HERE YOU ARE, FOLKS / , 
HAVE A TOOTSIE ROLL/ 



THANKS, CAPTAIN 
]T TOOTSIE . WE EAT 
j^r THEM ALL THE tf 



FEUOWS! 
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WIPOWJWES 

gtesy*. 

WILLIAM I 



aRTHPAV PAR 



BAKIN' A 
CAKE.' 



I’LL SEE YOU AT THE PARTY 
LATER i I’/A GOING DOWN TO 
THE JAILHOUSE NOW.' 
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I'D BETTER <5IT SACK AMD 
SEE HOW THE CAKE'S DOIN' 



3trr wa/t—whvts 
THAT /V THE EOAD? 
IT LOOKS LIKE A 
WOMAN'S PURSE/ 



HAW. HAW. HAW. YORE THE \YUH AND YORE 
FOURTH CRITTER IN A ROW TUH ] STUPID PRACTICAL 
PICK UP THATPURSE T PLANTED /JOKES, PATE/ /A 
, -r A HOT J y<W DOH'T tVAHHA 

*>- ^ BRICK SEE HO A ££IY PAYS 

INSIDE/ ) THE HOOSEGOW , /M 
J -h # A eh/h ' yuh _ — _ > 

k/« /I ( tuh stay outta 

rCT&ywW'AJuA KiM Mv S'<s*r: 



SOMEBODY MUST’VE 
LOST IT/ MEBSE THE 
OWNER'S NAME IS .x 
INSIDE./ 

i'll pick 
IT UP / 

AND V« \ 1 

seez/^^/i^VJ 



.<mSv 

AV'Wv, 



r YUM -YUM. j 

IT SHORE 
LOOKS SOOD/ 
AND- IT'S ALMOST. 
CONE, TOO/ x* 



I'LL GIT EVEN 
WITH THAT 
MESQUITE/ 



I’D BETTER <30 SEE 
HCW M.Y CAKE'S 
OETTIN’ ALONG ' 









r .'.f 






m 








fflc 




p. 


j8K- t 


yfc 
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BUT WATCHIN© IT ALL FROM OUTSIDE 



AFTER WOMEN A RE 

> MIG MTV SENSITIVE 
ABOUT THEIR AGE SO I WONT 

PUT AMY CANDLES ON WlDDER 

► JONES' BIRTHDAY CAKE.' 



NOW I KNOW HOW TUH GIT 
EVEN WITH MESQUITE / 



WHEN MESQUITE HEARS 
THESE FIRECRACKERS GOlN' 

OFF HE'LL THINK 

■ IT'S GUN- ■* 

SHOT/ A 



AND PRACTICAL JOKER FATE 
IS RIGHT 



WHILE 

MESQUITE'S 

CHASIN' 

FIRECRACKERS- 



WHUT LOW- D OWE 
EOMBPE /S SEOOT/E' 
OFF E/S GEE EGA/? y 
WOPALOEO'S 

~j Eoasa 



i HE 
1 WENT 
THAT- A- 
WAV/ 
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'A HUNDRED AND TEN CANDLES.' 

ARE VOW /HS/HUAT/HG /M THAT 
OLO, YUH CAD £ 
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THAI? MUST BE SOME WAV 
TUH PROVE TUH WIDDER 
JONES THAT I NEVER PUT 
THOSE CANDLES ON r r/ <^ 
THAT CAKE / 



I T H AT 's> W ' 

y RIGHT, MESQUITE, 
THE ONLY ONE . 
'(SOUND HYAR WHO S 
SOUGHT THAT MANY . 

CANDLES 

( IS PATE/ /CVX J- 



THE DOOR'S OPEN.' > 
I'LL WALK RIGHT IN 1 
AND MAKE HIM. TELL 
WIDDER JONES the 
truth / 



NOW THAR ARE 
TWO THINGS I'VE 
GOT TUH SETTLE 
WITH YUH FOR / 



GULP. 
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HELP/ 7HA& A 88 

8AMAA/A 8/E8LS O/V 
T//8S8 STA/8S.' ^ 

I'M SLIPPIN'/ ifi 



COME AND GIT ME, 
MESQUITE / 



GULP/ I CLEAN FORGOT 
I SAWED THE BANNISTER 
IN HALF/ 



THAT SWOPE 
IS A FUNNY 
SIGHT/ | 



HA.HA.MA. 

.. I CAIN'T 
STOP 

laughing/ 
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—AND TA//S /S A5E5R 
H/AOO& % UOAAES' 

CAA CE / 



TAS/4 /g 7 WE F>A/A 

of watte* amo taae 

SAM A AAA A EELS — ^ 



BACK AT WIDOW -JONES' SOAR’D! NG 

house — - — ■■■■■ 



KIN VUH EVER FORGIVE 
ME, MESQUITE ? r- 



— -AND I'M THE 
ONE WHO REALLV 
PUT THOSE CANDLES 
ON THE CAKE , ^ 
WIDDER JONES . I , 



) SHUCKS, 
' IT WAS 
NUTHIN'.' ) 



A NATURAL ANSWER 



HE'i! WHAT'S Tut IDEA 



WHAT ARE YOU TRYING 

TO VO- -MAKE A 
MONKEY OUT 
OF ME ? J 



OF SENDING /vtf OUT * \ 

FOR. A SOUP SANDWICH ) 

-THERE'S NO - 

SUCH THING f V^JOF COUl 



| [?-^K 


1 






'» i 1 IS 
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A BANDIT FOR TUBBY 



By 

Joseph Millard 




T UBBY TAYLOR, the fattest sheriff 
west of Alagordo County, was deep 
in a beautiful dream. In this fantasy he 
had floated off on a fleece-lined cloud and 
was drifting around the .sky, fanned by 
a gentle breeze, while chocolate-covered 
cherries dropped into his open mouth at 
regular intervals. He was just munching 
his thirty-sixth chocolate cherry when the 
dream exploded with rude violence. 

A rough hand slapped his booted feet 
off the desk top. jerking his big body for- 
ward in the tilted chair. Another hand 
swept the sombrero off his face, letting 
cruel sunlight scorch his eyelids. A voice 
grated harshly in his ear. 

"Tubby,” the voice yelled. “Tubby, wake 
up. The Black Bandit just robbed the bank. 
You've got to go after him.” 

"Huh? Blub-splutter!” Tubby came up 
out of sleep, snorting and pawing the air. 
“Whassat? Who?” 

Tubby opened his eyes in time to catch 
the last flicker of a grimace of irritation 
and disgust on the^face of his permanent 
deputy. A1 Greenan. A1 was everything 
the fat sheriff was not. A1 was slim and 
dark and quick-moving and his dress, from 
inlaid boots to expensive cream Stetson, 
was the height of western elegance. Fur- 
thermore, he made no bones of his disgust 
at Tubby’s sloppy manners and dress or 
his sleepy distaste for any job requiring 
physical effort. 

Tubby was well aware of his deputy’s 
feelings toward him. He was also aware 
that A1 Greenan was quietly building his 
fences toward the day when the voters 
might choose a younger and more active 
sheriff. None of this worried Tubby, how- 
ever. Nothing, in fact, ever seemed to 
worry Tubby. 

He stood up now, grunting with the 
effort, and cocked an ear toward the rustle 
of wind-blown sand against the shanty that 
was both home and office. "West wind,” 
he commented. “Might of knowed the 
Black Bandit'd strike. He alius picks a 
windy day, so’s his tracks fill up with sand 
and hide his getaway trail. Where was 
you?” 

“Out checking on those Bar-S steers,” 
A1 snapped. “Well, let’s get started.” 
Tubby lumbered outside, grumbling, and 



waited, talking to the banker while A1 
brought his horse. He climbed into the 
saddle with noisy effort. “Waste of time,” 
he snorted. “Tracks’ll be gone. Just wear 
out me and the horse both. Nonsense.” 

He was still grumbling audibly when he 
came plodding back at sundown, with A1 
riding in cold disapproval at his heels. 
Bigelow, the banker, was waiting with the 
crowd in front of the office. “Any luck. 
Tubby?” 

"Naw," Tubby said, grunting himself 
down to the ground. /‘Like always, he rides 
out of town where the wind can sweep 
away his trail in ten minutes. Did he get 
away with much?” 

Suddenly and unexpectedly Bigelow 
laughed. “You ought to know, you fat 
fox. It was you who talked me into trans- 
ferring the bulk of my gold to that old 
safe in your office. If the Black Bandit 
had known there was fifty thousand dol- 
lars in that crackerbox of yours, he 
wouldn’t have bothered with my vault.” 

A buzz of startled conversation swept 
through the crowd. Tubby scowled at the 
banker. “Yuh didn’t have to tell every- 
body,” he complained. "Suppose the Black 
Bandit finds it out and decides to come 
back after wha't he missed? Where’ll I be. 
then? Probably get my sleep spoiled and 
get shot up besides. Some people ain’t got 
the sense of a dern prairie owl, by jings.” 

He lumbered into his shack and sank 
into the worn chair. A1 Greenan followed 
him in. “You through with me for tonight. 
Sheriff? I had a sort of a date over in 
Bucktown.” 

Tubby waved a fat hand. “Go ahead, Al. 
Might’s well have your fun. Ain’t nothing 
we can do about the Black Bandit any- 
how. I’ll just hafta sit here and doze and 
watch the safe, I guesa.” 

HE wriggled down into a more com- 
fortable position, tilted his hat, hook- 
ed spurs onto the scarred desk top and 
began to snore in soft cadence. His deputy 
sighed, shrugged and went out. Presently 
the sound of hoofbeats died away toward 
the east. Tubby opened his eyes reluctantly 
and squinted at the setting sun. “That dern 
bandit,” he growled. “If he don’t quit, 
I’m gonna either hafta catch him or lose 
my job to that fool deppity. Oh, well . . .” 
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He got up, sighing, and began to rum- 
mage through his desk. Then for a time 
he blundered around the darkening office 
like a bull in a China shop, knocking 
against, furniture, dropping tools and oc- 
casionally rocking the old shanty with the 
impact of hammer blows against the sag- 
ging wood. Presently he went outside and 
got down on hands and knees beside the 
shack. In the shadows, he seemed to be 
scooping up sand and filling small cloth 
bags of the type used for hauling gold 
and silver coins to the banks. 

After a time he went back inside and 
lit the desk lamp, a low kerosene affair 
with a thick green shade that threw yellow 
light on the desk itself but left the rest 
of the office in almost total darkness. Then, 
sitting behind the desk. Sheriff Tubby 
Taylor began pulling bits of white string 
across the top of the desk and tying them 
to rows of tacks driven partway into the 
scarred wood. 

When he had finished, the desktop re- 
sembled the work bench of a maker of fish 
nets. White string criss-crossed the sur- 
face and ran down off the edges of the 
desk, into the deep shadows. There seemed 
to be no rhyme or reason for the strings 
but Sheriff Taylor grunted with satisfac- 
tion. Settling himself comfortably in the 
old chair he brought out clasp knife and' 
a chunk of pine wood and began to whittle. 

U E was still whittling, an hour and a 
* half later, when the shack door sud- 
denly burst open. “Keep your fat hands 
on the desk and don’t try any funny 
moves,” a harsh voice snarled. 

Tubby stopped whittling and peered out 
through the lamp light at the source of 
the voice. He could dimly make out the 
figure in the shadows, a tall man clothed 
in black from head to foot, with a black 
hood completely hiding the face under 
the black Stetson. A black gun gleamed 
dully from one black-gloved fist. 

Tubby sighed. “Reckon you must be 
that Black Bandit everTjody yaps about.” 

“Right,” the figure snarled. “Now open 
your tin safe and get out that bank dough 
you thought you were so smart about 
hiding!” 

Tubby’s face screwed up like that of a 
little boy about to cry. His lower lip 
pushed out. He twisted the ridiculously- 
sraall clasp knife between fat fingers and 
glanced helplessly toward the distant wall 
where his two guns hung in their hol- 
sters. “Dern it,” he muttered. “I shoulda 
worn my guns, but they’re so uncomfort- 
able a man can’t nap with ’em on." 

“Get it,” the Black Bandit snapped, pok- 
ing the gun forward. 
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“Won't,” Tubby said and his jaw set. 
“That money b’longs to the bank and to 
the folks in town." 

“It’s up to you, fatty," the bandit snarl- 
ed. “You can get it for me and stay alive, 
or I'll blow your fat throat out and get it 
myself. It makes no difference to me." He 
came two steps toward the desk, the black 
maw of the revolver poking down into the 
yellow lamplight. Tubby's eyes clung, fas- 
cinated, to the grim weapon. 

"I’ll lose my job if I lose that money,” 
Tubby said. His hands played nervously 
with the whittling knife. He laid the sharp 
blade across one of the white strings on 
the desk and jabbed it downward. 

“Hey . . .” the bandit began. 

The string parted with a twang. There 
was a 6wish, a thud and the bandit’s gun 
jerked downward and exploded noisily, 
sending a .45 slug tearing into the old 
board floor. The Bl^ck Bandit cursed in 
a loud, frightened voice. Tubby stabbed 
the knife again and another string parted. 

There was another swish and a thud. The 
bandit’s choked voice broke off in a grunt. 
He came staggering forward and his face 
plowed across the desk top. 

"Dern fool," Tubby said regretfully. He 
lifted one fat fist and drove it down against 
the base of the bandit's skull, where the 
black hood tied. The bandit sighed, jerked 
and went limp. 

Outside voices yelled questioningly and 
feet pounded toward the shack. Tubby 
turned the kerosene lamp up, lumbered to 
his feet and tossed the limp figure of the 
bandit onto the desk. He was just stripping 
off the mask, revealing the face of his am- 
bitious deputy, A1 Greenan, when a group 
of citizens burst in. 

“Yep," Tubby said sadly, in answer to 
their excited questions. “A1 got too big 
for his pants. I kinda figgered for a long 
time he might be the Black Bandit. He 
alius was out of town when the bandit 
struck, and there ain’t nobody could dress 
as fancy as he does on a deppity’s pay. 
Hey, look out fer them strings.” 

fej E pointed overhead. The ceiling was 
** dotted with bent nails. Over each 
nail stretched a white string. And sus- 
pended from each string was a small but 
efficiently heavy bag of hard-packed sand. 

“Kind of a lazy man’s trap," Tubby ex- 
plained apologetically. "Cuttin’ a string 
lets that pertic'lar sandbag drop on a man's 
skull hard enough to floor him. Saves wear 
and tear on knuckles and furniture, to say 
nothin’ of bulletholes in a man’s hide. Now, 
if you gents’ll excuse me, I got to see if 
I can get back into a mighty pleasant dream 
I was having a few hours back.” 



HOPALONG CASSfDY 




THE LAST LAUGH 



CERTAINLY^ 
I'LL WRAP \ 
THEM RlGHy 
t up - 



DOLLARS WORT-Hl 
OF YOUR BEST J 
. PRACTICAL J 
\ JOKES? P* 



Be the life 
of the 
Part/ 

p R4CT/UL 



A FEW MINUTE! LATER- I 

— 7T-T — — H 



f GOOD. Hi Y ^ 
LUNCH -HOUR IS 
ALM05T UP. I'LL 
JUST WAVE TIME 
TO GET BACK 
VTO THE OFFICE. 



f A BUNCH OF 
. PRACTICAL 
JOKES I'AA GO- 
. ING TO PLAY 
ION MY GANG. 



} WHAT ARE 
YOU CARRYir 
\ PEEWEE? 
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. MR. SMITH SAID WE 
COULD U5E THE CONFER- 
ENCE ROOM FOB. OUR. 

{ CLUB MEETING AFTER. 
>THE OFFICE CLOSES.,/ 



M£4MHJL£ M THE BOSf' OFFICE 



/now i'm a - 
, GOING TO 
SET UP T+H 
h TRICKS., 



YOU SEEM VERY \ / YES '.THE COMMITTEE! 
NERVOUS, MR. ) ( FROM THE BANK. IS r 
SMITH. IS ANY- ^kOUE HERE SOON TO 
vTHlNG THE MATTER?) DECIDE WHETHER / 

r~ i.THEY WILL EXTEND/ 

XMV LOAN. /T 



IF I DON'T GET 
THAT LOAN, I'LL 
HAVE TO CLOSE 
; THE BUSINESS! 



HERE COMES THE 
COMMITTEE NOW. 



GOOD DAY, GENTLEMEN. 
LET'S GO RIGHT INTO 
THE CONFERENCE ROOM. 



THAT'LL BE FINE. THE« 
QUICKER WE GET ^Sp— 
■sTHIS OVER, THE BETTER)^.. 



YOU'LL HAVE TO CLEAR OUT \ 
PETE. I'M HAVING AN IMPORTANT j 
CONFERENCE IN HERE RIGHT NOW. 



CONFERENCE. 

ROOM I 



SlDCNT 



OH, HELLO. 
MR. SMITH. 
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TnfcRE'S NO TIME =0R 
B(jT5! TnE FATE OF MY 
BUSINES5 DEPEND5 
ON THI5 MEETING ! 



NOW. GENTLEMEN, if YOU'LL 
BE SEATED. fLL TRY TO 
SHOW VOU WHY THIS LOAN 
l. 5H0ULD BE EXTENDED. r 



ALL RIGHT, WE'LL GIVE YOU A 
CHANCE TO TALK.. BUT I CAN 
TELL YOU RIGHT NOW WE'VE 
S PRETTY WELL MADE UP OUR. 
V MINDS NOT TO G'VE IT TO YOU. 



SOMEBODY 
PUT TACKS ON 
THE CHAIRS! / 



YOU'LL FIND pens and paper in 
' FRONT OF YOU IN CASE YOU 
.SHOULD WISH TO MAKE ANY NOTES. 



. I HAVEN'T HAD ANY- 
THING like this 
, HAPPEN TO ME • 
( SINCE E WAS IN 
(SCHOOL! 



PLEASE FORGIVE ME. I 
CANT UNDERSTAND 
n H0W THEY GOT THERE. 
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'CAVALIER d 
t/ccTLAlNsIl 



STALINS ^ 

WILLIAM ^ BOYD/ 



TONIGHT 1 
BBS ZEE / 
NIGHT I 
HAVE WAITED 
FOR A LONG 
TIME. / 
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YOU 

AGAIN 



YES.' I HAVE RETURNED 
FOR ZEE SAME 
TWINS / 1 



WAKE UP/ 
LAVAL i 



/A yo^/ <PO AOr /V/41//E ££T 
3Y tomorrow w&tfr, 
>-^. LAVAL, YOO CMC ! 



TILL “TOMORROW NIGHT. 
»• AU REVOIR / 



you've got to 

] HELP ME, 

? / HOPALONG / 
y A MAOMAA/ /S 
TA'^£AT£A//AS(S 70 
AT/LL. AA£/ X 



LAVAL . 1 WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING HERE AT 
THIS TIME OP NIGHT 
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the next 
NIGHT, at 
LAVAL'S RANCH- 



AND AFTER 
LAVAL EXPLAINS- 



•AND Y WELL, TOO JUST 
THATS ) MAKE YOURSELF 

THE < COMFORTABLE , 

WHOLE STORY, J LAVAL, AND LEAVE 
SHERIFF/ THAT CAVALIER 
JO ME /v- 



n**/r. 



THEES EES 
ANOTHER ONE 
OF LAVAL'S 
TR6EKS l BUT— 



YOU WEEL NOT BE SO 
LUCKY ZEE NEXT TIME 
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HE FIGHT LIKE MADMAN 
_ — Z-EE BEST THING 

^ _ TO DO EES f 

X 1 AWAY/ J 



—BUT I ALSO KNOW A 
THING OR TWO ABOUT 
SWORDS/ _— 



HE'S 
GETTING 
AWAV / 



/ i've got to 

[ STOP HIM / 



WAIT" I CAN SEE 
NOW/ YOU ARE A 
SHERIFF/ let ME 

teLlyou my 

STORY / -*< ■ 



EET ALL STARTED TWENTY YEARS AGO 
IN FRANCE LAVAL AND I WEf?£ - 
PARTNERS IN A 
FISHERY / 

ONE DAY „-f . y 



WHAT ARE 
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' I WALKED INTO THE 
OFFICE AND 



I HAVE SUS- 
PECTEO YOU OF 
STEALING- FORA 
LONG TIME, LAVAL, 
BUT AT LAST I HAVE 
CAUGHT YOU IN 
7 ZEE ACT l T 



NOW r WILL CALL THE 
POLICE ANP SAY I CAUGHT 
>- r _. YOU STEALING 

I I ^ THE MONEY/ 



Z3EV// 'S 
/S£AM£?.' 
Y NOBODY 
> ) LEAVES 
/ THERE 
ALIVE / 
HOW DID 
YOU GET 
OUT ? 



I HAD NO WAY \ 
OF PROVING MY j 
INNOCENCE --AND S 
SEENCE LAVAL HAD 
POLITICAL PULL, . 
THE NEXT THING j 
I KNEW r WAS / 
ROTTING ON ) ' 
DEVIL'S ISLAND/ 7 



I THOUGHT I WAS DOOMED TO DlE 
UNTIL ONE DAY 



YT WAS THEN THAT I THOUGHT OF THE 
STORY OF THE COUNT OF MONTE CRlSTP- 



I WILL CHANGE CLOTHES W/TH YOU, MV 
BON AAAI. WHEN THEY COME TOMORROW 
TO THROW YOUR DEAD BODY IN THE SEA , 

IT WILL BE I INSTEAD OF YOU . r— — — 



r 




LL, : 
] ! 
] 




3 J 
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I SPENT A LONS TIME 
FOLLOWING LAVAL TILL. 
FINALLY I LEARNED HE 
HAD Run AWAY TO ZEE S 
COUNTRY, AND SETTLED 
EE N TWIN RIVER / , — " 



\ ITS A CRAZY 
\ STORY, BUT I 
HAVE A HUNCH 
/ YOU’RE TELLING 
y/ THE TRUTH . 
BUT JUST WHAT 
DO YOU WANT 

FROM LAVAL f 



A PUBLIC CONFESSION , SO I 
CAN RETURN TO FRANCE 
WITH A CLEAR NAME / 



I THINK I KNOW 
HOW WE CAN ARRAN G>£ 
IT/ NOW HERE'S WHAT 
I WANT YOU TO DO--- 






BUT WHEN LAVAL PRE- 
PARES "TO SO TO SLEEP- 



YOU/ BUT 
I THOUGHT-. 



QU/£T.' Y 
I WARNED L 
YOU, LAVAL t 
^ EITHER I SET A 
PUBLIC CONFESSION 
OF YOUR GUILT 
vTONIGHT OR CZTX!). 



YUH DON'T HAVE TUH EKST 
ANYMORE, LAVAL.' HOPALONG 

TOLD ME HE CAPTURED > 

THE CAVAUER / y 

If ^ good! now 

I I CAN y 

I REST \ 

M?T2w easy / J h 



HOPALONS CASSIDY 
ISN'T AS SMART A 
SHERIFF AS PEOPLE 
AROUND HERE LIKE 
TO THINK 



YOU Dig 










w 
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DON'T KILL ME ' I'LL WRITE 
OUT A FULL CONFESSION / 



A FEW MOMENTS 
LATEfc 



ALL FINISHED l ALL 
I HAVE TO DO IS 
SISN MY NAME / 



) YOU FOOL . YOU 

DIDN'T THINK I 
WAS <501 NO TO 
GIVE YOU A Y 
CONFESSION, 

. DID YOU ? V 
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l you /.-THEM I'LLTELL * 

SHERIFF HOPALON© CASSlDy I DID 
IT IN SELF-DEFENSE l ^ V 



I'M APRAIO 
YOU WON’T, 
LAVAL 



wopalong/ THI 

WILL- Die too 

» yoo : 



NO. 

voo 

WON'T. 



AND AS FOR LAVAL / I'M J 

SURE THE FRENCH i 

AUTHORITIES WILL / MERCI 
TAKE CARE OF ^BEAUCOUP, 
SHERIFF.' 

< — -gSr' MERC I 

BEAUCOUP.' 
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APVtKTISIMINt 



GIMME THAT DOJ5H, 
— V KID ! 



SAM SPACE ACE DETECTIVE... AND HIS SECRETARY EfflE... 
ARE HEADED FOR AN ERRAND AT THE COUNTY SEAT WHEN 
A SPEEDY FREIGHT WHIZZES BY... 



f SAM— > 
THEYlLBE 
. KILLED! , 



HOLY SMOKES - 
AND ONES JUST 
• A KID. QUICK < 
DRIVE ALONG- 1 
j SIC* THAT / 
TRAIN/ rt/ 



OHH.SAM- 
B£ CAREFUL/ 



AS EFF1E SPEEDS AHEAD TO STOP THE TRAIN- 



LISTEN PAL, AFTER . 
WE JAIL THIS GUY, 

' LET'S HAVE A SODA 
AND TALK ABOUT 
^ THIS GIRL ^ 
HI PROBLEM ■ 



HOW D XXI GET 
MDCEDUPWTTH 
THAT GUY, SON? 
HE'S A KILLER! 



SEE THAT WILDROOT CREAM-OIL 
HAIR TONIC— THAT'S WHAT MX) 
NEED. FIX THAT HAIR AND TOUR 
GIRL WILL SEE HOW HANDSOME 
TOO REALLY ARE 



IT TELLS TOU WHEN TOIU NEED WILDROOT CREAM-OIL 
TO GROOM TOUR HAIR , RELIEVE DRYNESS AND V 
REMOVE LOOSE DANDRUFF. BETTER GET A 
BOTTLE RJ6HT NOW AND USE IT EVERY DAY J 



WELL, SO LONG, SONNY/ 
USE THAT ‘CREAM-OIL* 
REGULARLY AND TOUR < 
GAL WILL STICK TO J 
YOU! 



ITHAfS RIGHT/ SAWi 
USES IT EVERY DAY— ■ 
AND HE'S STUCK WITH 
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ADV<RTIS£M£rtT 



Hn>m7fie Camp titties 



WE'RE WAY BEHIND, BILL- AND 
l'M FAGGED OUT! 



ME.TOO.JOE. WHOOF- 
GUESS WE LOSE AGAIN 



CAN'T KEEP US FROM 
RICE KRISPIES! 



wow! KELLOGGS 
RISE KRISPIES I 

NO OTHER MAKES 
THAT NOISE ! 



HEY, LISTEN ! IS THAT 
WHAT I HOPE IT IS ? 



BOyi WERE REALLY 
TRAVELLING NOW ! 



GOSH ! LOOKS 
LIKE JET ~ 
PROPULSION ! 



NEVER MIND THE CUP-WE WANT A BOWL 



v* ir , , y 

( ^ AT <0 

Fan TO WT.' 

Aik Mom For 
iWce KityaesToday.'l 



-OF RICE KRISPIES! 

WE'D PAODLE THE 
ATLANTIC FOR THEM 





ON COUNTRY ROADS OR CITY PAVEMENTS 
GILLETTE BIKE TIRES OFFER THE MOST IN COM- 
FORT AND SAFETY. CYCLISTS EVERYWHERE KNOW 
THAT THE GILLETTE TIRE IS A BEAR FOR WEAR. 



"HEY, BUD... WHERE'S THE FIRE?/". .BACK IN 
1890 "SPEED MANIACS," PEDALING THROUGH TOWN 
AT THE FEARFUL RATE OF 20 MILES PER HOUR, 






HAD TO BE KEPT IN CHECK 






SAV, don't v ou fellows 

TALK ABOUT ANY. MINS / 
BUT BASEBALL- LOOK / 
AT THAT MOON 



LOOK AT THAT TRUCK.' 
HE MUST BE DOING 
ABOUT 70/ sj.. 



THAT WAS A TIGHT 
, GAME - I NEVER 4 
' THOUGHT WE'D 1 
win/ — _ 



■ YEAH.' BUT AFTER YOU 
P DRANK THAT BOTTLE j 
OF ROYAL CROWN COLA 
YOUR FAST BALL MOWED 
'EM DOWN 



[AND LOOK AT THAT ~ 
CAR -THE COPS MUST 
BE AFTER HIM/ todj 



SH-H/^ 
^ THEY 'VE SOT 1 
GUNS. YOU GALS J 
BETTER STAY * 
HERE AND KEEP 
DOWN 



LOOK OUT, l'M GOING TO 
BEAN ONE OF THEM/ jjr* 



* A BOTTLE OF 
ROYAL CROWN < 
COLA IF YOU DO 



f MAN, THIS L -L. 

ROYAL CROWN COLA 
- IS ALL THE REWARD 
(_ I WANT r 



WILLIAM BOYD star OF 

THE HOPALONG CASSIDY SERIES, SAYS; 



YOU SAID IT, QUICKIE / ITS 
THE ONLY COLA THAT'S ^ 

BEST BY TASTE -TEST/ 



ADVHTISIMINT 






